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we stayed with Hirst, the Consul, who advised me
not to try to go on to Van, as I should not be able to
get back to the Tigris except by coming back to
Diarbekir. Time did not admit of this, so I had
to bid farewell to Usher and make up my mind to
go straight to Mosul.
I found that it was possible to do my next stage
in the greatest comfort, not to say luxury.    Hirst
told me that there would be nothing easier than to
have a small hut built on one of the skin-rafts which
have  been  used  between  Diarbekir  and  Mosul
ever since the days of Herodotus, and probably for
centuries before then.    The raft itself consisted of a
framework of poplar poles lashed four-square like
a chess-board, and resting upon a layer of inflated
goatskins.    These were for the most part hidden by
bales  of merchandise,  except  across  the centre,
where there were  two huge oars,  with latticed
blades, and beneath these you could see the skins'
plump and glistening backs.    In the centre of the
after part of the raft a space would be cleared for a
deck of planks, just large enough to form the floor
of a tiny hut, seven feet long by six feet across,
inside which I should be able to set up my camp-
bed and keep my belongings.
It took two days to build the hut, during which
Hirst showed me what there was to see in Diarbekir,
which was not much. The chief feature was the
wall of black basalt encircling the town, most of
the houses being built of the same material. A
local proverb describes Diarbekir as famous for its
black walls, its black scorpions, and the black
hearts of its inhabitants; but I saw no scorpions, and
the inhabitants, though wild and fierce, seemed
peaceable enough. Knowing neither Kurdish nor

